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S O N G.L

E’s gone the bright ey that hls honour '

direfts him,
Oh all ye kind powers let me beg you, prm;e&

him.
He’s gone my Dgar — and lefrme here nmurnin.gi
gt bang thefe dull thoughts, Tle fancy him. return-
ing.
Returning, I'le think the great Hero Vittorious,
With joy to my Arms as faithful as Glorious.
Againft his briaht Eyes, Iam [ure therd's no flandipg
He looks like a God, and moves as Commanding. 4%
With a Face {o Angelick the Foz will be charmed
The Conqueft were his tho he met’em difarm’d.
They
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They could not (be[wre) ofarational nature,
That wou’d not relentat fo moving a feature.
Venus difguis’d he’el be thought by his Beauty ;
And {par’d from the {enfe of a generous Daty.

Yet when I reflet on the Wounded and Dying,
In {pight of my Courage it {fets me a fighing.
But the refolute brave no danger can ftay him,
Tho’ I us’d all my Charms and Arts to delay him.

Tet ob ye kind powers you are bound to protect him,
Since he'es gone the bright way that Glory direits him.
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